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One 


Author's Notes: 
This one's pretty angsty, but with a sliver of fluff. Read on! I'll be waiting for your feedbacks. :) 


"Pagey, supper's ready." 

Jimmy looked at Robert's reflection in the mirror. 

"D'you want me to bring it here?" 

"No, 's alright" Jimmy replied, his voice barely above a whisper. 

Robert left the room, and Jimmy was again left alone in his self-deprecating abyss. He'd been disgustedly 
staring at his reflection for a long time. The shirt that used to fit snugly not long ago now hung around his 
body like a tent. The once magnificent black tresses were nothing but a sad excuse of hair; greasy past the 


point of no return. He looked at this ghastly, pathetic version of himself and wondered why anyone would want 
to put up with this skeletal ghost. If he had anything left in him even after those gut-wrenching vomits and 


violent diarrhea, he would've cried his heart out. 
But he was completely empty. And he hated himself for that. 


With slow steps, he came downstairs. Robert smiled at his sight, and Jimmy wondered why he still stuck 
around. He sat on the table and nibbled his food in small morsels. When he threw up the first time he ate 
after withdrawal, he was almost certain that he would never be able to digest anything. Jimmy tried to 


congratulate himself for the progress, but the depression soon took over. 


Robert chatted with him merrily, as if nothing had happened and the last few months were just a bad dream. 
Even at this shitty phase of his life, Jimmy still marveled at Robert's tolerance. And he himself felt like a lone 


survivor; having no idea what to do with the scattered ruins of a tempestuous storm. 


It all started right before a show, when Jimmy was found unconscious in the bathroom of his hotel suite with 
a rubber band tied around his arm. As a result, the tour was cancelled. When he woke up from his drug- 

addled sleep, every nerve of his body was aching for another fix. He later learned that he almost died from a 
heroin overdose, but that didn't stop him. Robert, for whatever reason, refused to take him to rehab, and his 


remedy was arranged at home. 

But nobody seemed to care that he needed another fix. His muscles twitched uncontrollably, but nobody helped 
him; until he found the secret stash he had stored away in the crack of a wall. He took and took until he 
collapsed again. This time, fortunately, he was quickly revived by CPR. By Robert. 

Thus the cycle repeated. He vomited until he couldn't breathe, he pooped all of his bile out, he sweated all the 
water from his body, he sacrificed his sleep; but the pain wouldn't go away. Everything reeked of the mess he 
had created. He begged Robert to take this pain away, to kill him, but his cries were met with loving embraces 
and sweet nothings. 

And when the pain finally went away, it left him with the feeling of the biggest failure of the world 


"I haven't played for how long?" Jimmy asked after supper. 


"Is been a while," Robert spoke over the gush of the kitchen sink. "You wanna start playing again?" He turned 
his head around and grinned happily. 


"I just wanna see how rusty I've become." Jimmy deadpanned, but somehow Robert found it really funny. 
"Oh, Pagey, Pagey," Robert chided playfully. "You should never say things like that." 
He turned the tap off and pecked Jimmy on the lips. "You're never rusty, love." 


Jimmy walked into the room where he kept his guitars, like an alien. He fought the urge to look around for any 


stash. That would be useless anyway, because there wasn't a single bottle of alcohol or a packet of cigarettes 


in the house, let alone drugs. That meant Robert quit smoking. Jimmy realized at last that he had to quit not 
because he understood his mistakes, but because the scar of the intense agony of withdrawal was still too 


raw. 


He sighed and picked up an acoustic, that weighed like a boulder in his arms. He wasn't as rusty as he thought, 
but he soon grew tired and stopped playing. Jimmy went to the living room to find Robert fast asleep on the 
couch with the TV still on. He quietly stood beside him, and out of nowhere, he felt his heart soaring with love. 


Jimmy noticed the fairly visible fine lines around his mouth, the dark circles under his eyes, the faint folds on 
his forehead. Robert wasn't thirty yet, but in these few months, he seemed to have aged ten years. Even with 
his flaws, Robert had grown to be more beautiful than ever. Jimmy was so invested in his own pain that he 
couldn't notice the fatigue in his lover's eyes, hidden beneath his ever-present smile. At that moment, Jimmy 


hated himself for not doing anything in return. 

Surprisingly, with newfound vigor, Jimmy put out the lights, turned off the telly, and grabbed a blanket from 
the linen closet and tucked Robert under it. At the slightest touch, he woke up. Robert was never a light 
sleeper, Jimmy must have changed that. He wondered how many nights he kept Robert awake. 

"What's wrong, darling?” Robert asked, looking confusedly at the blanket. 


"Can | sleep here?" 


He looked at Jimmy as if to say something, then extended his arm, smiling softly. Jimmy was surprised how 
little space he took in that couch. 


"Thank you." He whispered into Robert's neck. 


Robert just held him tighter, trembling a little to fight back a sob. Jimmy never wanted to be a cause for his 


tears again 


